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ADVERTISEMENT. 



This E4ay is published as a spedmen of the purity 
ami ch96dty which ought to attend a School exhibi- 
dbn. It may be affirmed, in the words of a Prologue 
to a former play : — 

<< No sound offends the lear, no sight the eye; 
All here is innocence, all modesty/' 

The Critic followed the Ajlgestis of Euripidxs, 
which was performed for the benefit of the National 
Schools. Should any profit arise from this publica- 
tion, it will be applied to the same object. 
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THE CRITIC. 



ACT I. 



SCENE I.--MR* and Mm. Dangle at Breakfast, 
and reading Newspapers. 

I)ang. ^Reading'^ Account of the Ashantees. 
Rot the Ashantees !— iStofe of the American Navif. 
Burn the American Navy I — Thoughts on the Holy 
Alliance. Haiig the Holy Alliance!— Nothing but 
politics ! and Ihate all politics but theatrical politics. — 
Where's the Mcfming Chronicle ? 

Mrs. D. Yes, that's your Gazette. 

Dang. So here we have it. — Theatrical intelligence 
e^traordinary.-^We hear there is a new tragedy in 
rehearsal at Drury-lane Theatre^ called the Spanish 
Armada^ said to be written by Mr. Puff^ a gentleman 
well hncfwn in the theatrical world. Jfwe may allow 
our selves to give credit to Ae report of the performers^ 
whOf truth to say i are in general but indifferent judgesp' 
this piece abounds with the most striking and received 
beauties ofmodfim composition. — So ! I am very glad 
my friend Puff's tragedy is in such forwardness. — 

Crit. A 
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2 THE CRITIC. 

Mrs. Dangle, my dear, you will be very glad to hear 
that PuflF*s tragedy— — 

Mrs. £)• Mr. Dapgle, why will you^ plague xne 
about such nonsense ? — ^Now the plays are begun I 
shall have no peace. — ^Is it not sufficient to make your- 
self ridiculous by your passion for the theatre, without 
continually teasing me to join you? Why can't you 
ride your hobbyhorse without desiring to place me on 
a pillion behind you, Mr. Dangle ? 

Dang. Nay, my dear, I was only going to read — 
' Mrs. D. I have no patience with you ! — ^have you 
not made yourself the jest of all your acqusuntance by 
your interference in matters where you have no busi- 
ness ? Are not you called a theatrical Quidnunc, and 
a mock Mecaenas to second-hand authors ? 

Dang. True; my power with the managers is 
pretty notorious ; but is 'it no credit to have applica- 
tions from all quarters for my interest ? — ^From lords 
to recommend fiddlers, from ladies to get boxes, from 
authors to get answers, and from actors to get engage- 
ments ? 

Mrs. D. Yes, truly ; you have contrived to get a 
share in all the plague and trouble of theatrical pro- 
perty, without the profit, or even the credit, of the 
abuse that attends it ^ 

Dang. I am sure, Mrs. Dangle, you are no loser 
by it, however j you have all the advantages of it ; — 
might not you, last winter, have had the reading of the 
new pantomime a fortnight previous to its perform- 
ance ? And did not my friend, Mr. Smatter, dedicate 
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THE CRITIC. 3 

his last £u:ce to you at my particular request, Mrs* 
Dangle? : . ^ , 

Mrs. Z>» Yes ; but was jiot the force condemned, 
Mr. Dangle ? And to be sure it is extremely pleasant 
to have one's house made the motley rendezvous of 
all the lackeys of literature: — ^The very high change 
of trading authors and jobbing critics ! 

Dang. Mrs. Dangle, I say the Stage is the Mirrof 
of Nature^ and the actors are the Abstract and brief 
Chro7iicles of the Time. And pray, what can a man 
of taste study better in his hours of recreation?-— 
Besides, you will not easily persuade me that there is 
lio credit or importance in being at the head of a band 
of critics, who take upon them to decide for the whole 
town, whose opinion and patronage all writers solicit^ 
and whose recommendation no manager dares refuse! 

Mrs. D. Ridiculous ! — Both managers and author^ 
of the least merit laugh at your pretensions. — Th^ 
Public is thdr critic — without whose fair approbation 
they know lio play can reist on the stage, and with 
whose applause^ they welcome such attacks as yours, 
and laugh at the malice of them, where they cannot at 
the wit. 

JEnter Servant. 

Sero. Mr. Sneer, sir, to wait on you. 

Dang.^ O, show Mr* Sneer up, [^Exit Servant^ 
Plague on't, now we must appear loving and affec- 
tionate, or Sneer will hitch us into a story. 
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4 THE CRITIC. 

MrsiD* ^^ all my heiot; yoa cannot be more 
ridiculous than you are* 

Dang* Yott are raough to provoke-*-^ . 



Enter Mr. Sneer. 

— ^Ha ! my dear Sneer, I am vastly glad to see you. 
My dear, here^s Mr. Sneer. 

Mrs* D. Gpod morning to you, sir. 

Dang. Mrs. Dangle and I have been diverting our- 
selves with the papeVs. — ^Pray, Sneer, won't you go to 
DruryJane Theatre the first lught of Puflf's tragedy ? 

Sneer. Yes ; but I suppose one shall not be able to 
get in. But here. Dangle, I have brought you two 
pieces, one of which you must exert yourself to make 
some of the managers accept, I can tell you that, for 
it 16 written by a person of consequence. 

Dang. So ! now my plagues a,re beginmng. 

Sneer. Ay, I am glad of it, for now you'll be happy. 
Why, my dear Dangle, it is a pleasure to see how 
jou enjoy your volunteer fatigue, and your solicited 
solicitatioc^. 

Dang. It is a great trouble — ^yet, it is pleasant too. 
-^Why, sometimes of a morning, I have a dozen peo- 
ple call on me at breakfast time, whose faces I never 
saw before^ nor ever desire to see again. 

Sneer. That must be very pleasant indeed ! 

Dang. And not a week but I receive fifty letters, 
and not a line in them about any business of my own. 
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IHE CRITIC. 6 

5irf^er. . 4^ saniisiiig con^ • 

Dmg. \^R6ading^ Bunts into tears, and exiU 
What, is this A tragedy ? 

Sneer. No, that is a genteel comedy, not a tranda- 
tion — only taken from the French ; it is written in a 
st^e which they have lately tried to run down ; the 
trae setuimental, and nothing ridiculous in it from the 
b^inning to the end. 

Mrs. D. Well, if they had kept to that, I should 
not have been such an enemy to the stage : there was 
some edification to be got from tfadse pieces, Mr. 
Sneer ! . 

Sneer. I am quite of your opinion, Mrs. Dangle ; 
the theatre, in proper hands, might certsunly be made 
the school of morality \ but now, I am soiry to say it, 
people seem to go there principally for their enter- 
tainment. 

Mrs. D. It would have been more to the credit of 
the managers to have kept it in the other line* 

Sneer. Undoubtedly, madam; and hereafter per- 
haps to have had it recorded, that in the midst of a 
luxurious and dissipated age, they preserved two 
Jiouses in the caj^al, where the conversation was 
always moral at least, if not entertaining ! 

Dang^ But what have we here ?— ^This seems a 
very odd — 

Sneer. O, that's a comedy, on a very new plan; 
replete with wit and mirth, yet of a most serious 
moral ! You see it is called The Reformed House- 
preaker; where by the mere force of humor, hous^ 
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6 THE CRITIC. 

breaking is put into so ridiculous a Kght^ that if the 
jpiece has its proper run, I have no doubt that bolts 
and bars will be endrely useless by the end of the 
season. ' ... 

Dowgr- This is new indeed ! 

Sneer. Yes ; it is written - by a particular friend of 
mine, who has discovered that the follies and foibles 
of society are subjects unworthy the notice of the 
^mic muse^ who should- be taught to stoop only at 
the greater vices and blacker crimes of humanity — 
gibbeting capital offences in five acts, and pillorying 
petty larcenies in two. — ^In short,^ his idea is to drama- 
tise the penal laws, and make the stage a court of ease 
to the Old.Bailey. 

Dang. It is truly moraL 

• Enter Servant. 

Serv. Sir Fretful Plagiary, sir. 

Dang. Beg him to walk up.— [JEiwV Servant^ 
Now, Mrs. Dangle, sir Fretful Plagiary is an author 
to your own taste. 

Mrs. D. 1 confess he is a fevorite of mine, be- 
cause every body else abuses him. 

Sneer. —Very much to the credit of your charity, 
madam, if not of your judgment. 

Dang. But, he allows nc^ merit to any author but 
himself, that's the truth on't— though he is my friend. 

Sneer. Never.— He is as envious as an old maid 
verging on the desperation of six and thirty : and 
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THE CRITIC, , 7 

t^ea the insidious bunuUty, tiirith which he seduces you 
to give a free opinion on any of his works, can be, 
exceed^d^only by the petulant arrogance with which 
he is sure to reject your observations* 

Dang* ;V6ry true,?-^b6ugh he is my friend. 

Sneer: Theb his affected contjempt of all newspaper 
strictures; though, at the same time, be is the sorest 
man alive, and shrinks like scorched parchment from 
the fiery ordeal of true criticism. 
. Dang. There is no denying it — though he is toy 
fii^d, . 

Sneer. You have read the tragedy he has just; 
finished, have not you ? . • 

Dang. O yes J he sent it to me yesterday. 

Sneer. Well, and you think it execrable, do not 
you? . 

: Dang. Why, between ourselves, I must own — 
though he is my friend — that it is one of the most — 
He is here [-4w'(fc3-^finished and most admirable per- 
form 

' \^Sir F. 'wtthouf\'Mx. Sneer with him, did you 
say? 

Enter Sir Fretful. 

Ah, my dear friend! — we were just speaking of your 
tragedy. — Admirable, sir Fretftil, admirable ! 

Sneer. You never did any thing beyond it, sir 
Fretful — never in your life. 

, Sir F. You make me extremely happy j for with- 
out a compliment, my dear Sneer, there is not a man 
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a THE CRITIC. 

&i t{ie world whose ju(%mem I value aslddyouf^^ 
smd Mt. X)angleV. ' • 

^ Mrs. ly. They are only laughing at you, dr Fret- 
ful } for It was but just now that^^ — 

Dang. Mrs. Dangle! Ah, wr Fretful, you know 
Mis. Pangle.— My fWend Sneer was rallying just now 
•<— He knows how she admires you, an d ; 
- Sir.F. O, I am sure Mr. Sneer h^ more: mste 
and sincerity than to — —A double-faced fellow! 

[Aside. 

Dang. Yes, yes — Sneer will jest — but a better 
Ruitorecl — '- — 

-Sfrl^. O, Iknow 

Dangf tie has a ready tuni for ridicule— his wit 
eosts him nothing. 

Sir F. No, — or I should wonder how he came 
by it. ... lAside. 

Dmg. But, ar Fretful, have you sent your play 
to the manageiis yet ? — or can I be of any service to 
you? 

I. Sir p^ No, no, I fhank you ; I believe the piece 
had sufficient recommendation with it. — I thank you; 
though— I sent it to the manager of Covent-garden 
Theatre this morning. 

Sneer. I should have thought now, that it might 
have been cast (as the actors call it) better at Dtury- 
lane. ' * 

Sir F. O no— never send a play there while I live 
— harkye i {Whimpers Sneer* 

Sneer. Writes hhhself !-^I know he does — 
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THE-CRITJIG. 18 

Sir F, tsxf nodung^-^I take away from no mjuis 
merit — am hurt at no man's good fortune — I say no- 
thing — ^But this I will say — ^dirough all my knowledge 
0f life^ I have observed^that there is not a passion so 
strongly rooted in the hmnan h^rt as envy ! ^ 

Sneer. I believe you have reason for what you say, 
indeed. 

Sir F. Beddes — I can tell you it is not always so 
safe to leave a play in the hands of those, who write 
themselves* 

Sneer. What, they may steal from them, hey, my 
dear Plagiary ? 

Sh" F. Steal! — to be sure they mayj and serve 
your best dxoughls as gipsies do stolen children, dis- 
figure them to make them pass, for their own. . « 

Sneer. But your present work is a sacrifice to 
Melpomene, and he, you know, never 

Sir F.^ That is no security. — A dexterpus plagiarist 
may do any thing. — ^Why, sir, for aught I know, he 
might take out some of the best things in my tragedy, 
and p.u^ them into his own coocnedy. 

Sneer* Thjit might be done, I dare say; 
. Sir F* And then, if such a person gives you the 
least hint or assistance, he is very apt to take the 
merit of the whole— . / 

Dang* If it succeeds. , 

\ Sir F. Ay,— but with r^rd to this piece, I think 
I can hit that gentleman, for I can safely say he 
never read it. 

Crit.' . . ,.-.,• r ■ B ' 
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JSnetr^ VM 4)eU you ixnr you my Imrt hibi mo»— - 
■ SkF. Hbw? • • ' -••■" 

Sneer. Sz>j\\t^tGtt\u 

Sir F. Plague ott it tioW^ S^eef^ I shdl take it ilk 
—I believe you iirant to tak^i at^^ay my thajraGter as w 
author I ' . ' ... 

Sneer. Then I am sure you ought to be very inu<!h 
bbHged to me. : : : . 

SirF. Hey!-^ir! .^ 

Dang. O, you know, he never means what he 
iafs.^"--^ "■■-•-■'■' -^ ■•■'• ' • ' ' 

iSrr F. Sincerely then — you do like thi$ pieced 
* jSnerr. Wonderfully ! 

SirF. But come iiOw, tiiere toust he Something, 
that you think might be mefad^, hey ?^Mr. Danglcj^ 
has nothing struck you? ' 

Dang. — Why, k is but an: ungradoug thing for 
the most part to-*— ^ v 

l^rF. —With most authors it is just s© indeed j 
Aey are hi genernl strangely tenacious ! — But^ ftar my 
part, I am never so vfA\ pleased as when a judkious 
critic points Out any defect tO me j for what is the 
purpose of lowing a ^ork to a fiiend, if you do not 
mean to profit, by hii opinion ?' 

Sneer. Very true. Why then, though 1 seriously 
admire the piece upon the whole, yet there is one 
small objection ; ^hich, if you will ^ve me lea?^ I 
tvillmenfion. - - 

Sir F. Sir, you cannot oblige me more. 

Srieer. I think it wants incident. 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



THI CRmC. IT 

' Sir F. Wo, suril^t-jytJtj siirf^rid^ irie»V^' Warns liki- 

Sneer. Yesj I own, I think the incidents ar^ tbtt 

Sir F. — ^Befieve me^ M«. Sneer, th»e. is hcpj^ersori, 
fdr ^o0e juiijgment I have a tnoref imj^til! defetence, 
■'^^-^t I protest tO: yba, Mr. Sbeer, I am cwnly aj^ire 
ben^i^e that the faiddeftts are toacro¥Fded.^-jfty *Wd* 
Dangle, ho^ doestt strike you ? - ' ^^ ^- ' '• 

Dang. Really I cannot agree with nrfy ftiend'Shww 
*-^I defalk the plot quite s^uffident )' attd the four first 
actsby-mtey degrees the best I everres^ orsawfa^ 
my life, li I migHt Venture to suggest rtiy- thing, it 
18 that — the intereBt lialherr fUk off" intfee-fifthi— • ■ 

Sir F. -i^Rfees, I beJfeve y6u meari, slA ' ^ 

I>mig* No, I do ttbt, upbn my word.* * ^ ■ •" 

A>jP. Ves^ yes^^you iio, ^qjon nifyi Hotioir-^^t ^ei^ 
tsdnly does not &11 off", I assure you — ^Ne^ilo, it dbl^ 
ii©tfell<#. Does it, Mr* Sneer ?• 

Sneer. Truly,^ I dc net see how ^it cttn ^ifreH fett ^\ 

I^mg. Itow, Mrs^Dlaiigle, djkl ^\ yoti say it^ stn^ck 
you in the same light ? , . . , . 

Mr$, D. No, indeed, I did not — ^I did n^ se^ a 
fsmk m any part qf the pby from the begmning'ttf 
the^d. : ;. . ' : ; L 

-Sir JF. Upon my honor the women are. the bisft 
judjgeSL after idl! ' .. . ' 

Mrs. D. Or tf I made any objectibn, 1 '^rai sure it 
was to nothing m the piece ! but that I was afraid it 
was; on the whole, a little too long. 
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n THE CRITIC 

; S^ F. Pray^. madam, do you speak as to .duratioh 
of timie ; or do you mean that the story is tediously 
qnmout? 

Mrs. D. O, no. — ^I speak only with reference vto 
^ us^I^ng^ of acting .p!ays» 

Sir f. Thm I am very happy — very h;ippy»' in- 
deed — because t^e play is a short play^ a r^narkal>ly 
short p4ay:-^ should not venture to diflFer vndi a lady 
/On a point of taste ; but, on these occasions, the ^at<;fa, 
ypu know»' i^ the critic. 

: :J^rs. Z).j Then, I suppose, it must have been Mr* 
I^apgle's (l^wling manner of reading it to me. : 
/ Sir F. Ch if Mr. Dangle read it ! that is quite lano- 
ther afl^ lT-3):it I assure you, Mrs. Dangle, the first 
evening yoi;t can spireme three hours and a half, I^U 
undertake- to read you the whole from beginning to 
eiid, with the: jHTplpgue an4 epilogue, and allow time 
iqr the music between the acts. ^ ^ 

Mrs. D. I hope to see it qn the stage next. : [Eait. 

Dang. Well, ar Fretful, I wish you may, be able 
to get rid as easily of the newspaper criticisms as you 
do of ours. ' '■ ' [ 

SirF. The newspapers !— Sir, they are the most 
villanous — ^licentious — abominable-— Not that I e^er 
read them — ^No — I make it a rule never to look into 
a newspaper. 

Dang. You are quite right — ^for itcertainly must 
hurt an autfior of delicate feeiii;igs to jsee the liberties 
jhey take. . ; - . 
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' SSr P. No !— quit0 Ae eonirary j their abu$e fe^ 
m fact, the best panegyric— I like it of all things*—^ 
An author's reputation is in danger only fromtheiv 
support. . ' ^ 

' V Sneer* Why^ that is true— ^mtd that attack now on 
you the cfthcip day — '^ 

Sir F. —Whzti wfeere?w^ ) 
' Dmg. ' Ay, yon mean in a paper of Thursday ; it. 
was completely ill^naturedr to be sure. 

Sir F. O, so -much the better— Ha! ha ! ha ! — I 
would not have it otherwise. i 1 , 

: Dang. Certaanly it is only to be laughed at ; for — : 

Sfr F. — ^Ybu do not happen to recollect what the 

f<^low said, do you ? ' 

- Sneer. Pt^y, Dangle — Sir Fretful seems a little 

aimous— ^ :: ; ^ , . j 

Sir F. — O, no ! — ^anxious, — ^not I, — not in th^ 
least. — I — ^But one may as well hear, you know; 
' Dang. Sneer, do you recollect ? — Make out some- 
thing. \^A^ide. 

Sneer. lmll^[^To Dangk'] — ^Yes, yes, I remember 
perfectly. 

Sir F.. Well, and pray now — ^Not that it signifies — 
what might the gentleman say ? 

Sneer. Why, he roundly asserts that you have not 
the.s%htest invention, or original genius whatever ; 
though you are the greatest traducer of all other au- 
thors*livmg. 

Shr'F.H^akl ha! ha,! — ^verygood! » 

Sneer, 'that zs to comedy you have not one idea 
of your own, he believes^ even in your common pkce^ 
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|>ooji^ DKhere'stcajr jokcs^ Mi pCUered «$fticlBnti»'are 
kept with as. much method as die ledger oC the list^ 
rad-fitcdenho^ce. 

Sir F. — ^Ha! ha ! ha ! — very pleasant ! 

Smer^ Najs iiutt yoft are w ublucky as Hot. to have 
the skill even to steal with taste : — hut tbafyou-gtew 
from the refuse of obscure volumesy where mlorejiidi- 
dou9 .t>b^iaiist8) have beeit before ^you ;■ ao .that the 
body of your wpdi^ k. a . c6aip(mtiooi , cf drega and 
sedimentsrr-like a b&d tavern's worst win^ . '. 

SirF. Ha! ha! , ■ 

S§mer, ;I& your moce serious .ej|fi>ct^ he says» your 
bombast would be less infiolerablet if the thoughts 
were ever suited to the expression ; but i;hie: homdytt 
uess of the sentiment stares thxtmgh the fantastic en- 
cumbrance of its fine language, like a clown mil 
uniform ! 

A&rJRHsi! ha! . 

5iwd/v That ; your occaaioiial tijopes, and flowers 
suit the general coarseness of your style, as tamboiir 
api%& would a ^opnd of Unseyf^wois^sr^ while your 
imitations of Shakspeare resemble the mimicry ; $4 
Falstaff 's pp^e» ; aodt are;^ut.aa &Q9^ d^e $ta&da0^d of 
the original. : ' : 

SkF. Ha!— r: , 

S^n^er. . — ^In short, that ev«n the finest pciflgag^ yoto 
steal are of no service; to yoit; for tiie povcartyof yorti 
own l&nguage prevents their assimilatingK 60 thUI 
they lie on the stttfuq^ li)E/e. lumpsof mat! OH jft bttten 
BW0rj encumberiiig what ijt is not in tibtir paww to 
fertilise! 
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Sir F. [After great ^agHsMon] -^-J^Tow another 
pirsoniitottlil be vei^'ac Ais. ' - 

Sneer. Oh ! but I would not Imve told ^v^ only to 
divert you. 

Sir F. I know it--I mn di¥erted.^Hai! ha.i la !— 
not the leibst iirr^dOni^^Ha! ha! ha! very good! 
—very godd !— 

Sneer. Y»--^no geniite! Ha! ha! ha! 

Dang. A' severe roguie ! Ha I ha f ha ! But you are 
quite right/ sir F;^fQl) never to read such nonsense^ ' 
^ ^ Jl To be sure — for if there is any diing to 
one's praise, it is a foolidi vanity to be gratified at it ; 
tod if it is abuse, — why one is always sure to hear of 
it from some good natured friend. . ^ 

Enter Servant: 

Sera. Mr« Puff, sir, has sent word that the last re-: 
hearsal is to be tins momingy and that he will call on 
you presently. , ^ 

^ Dang^ That is true^— I diall certmnly beat home. 
{E:dt iSeromt\ Now, sir Fretful, if you have a mind 
to have justice done you in the ^y of answer— Mn 
PuflF is your man. 

«S^ F. P^aw! sir, why should I widb to have it 
answered, when I tell you i am pleased at it ? 

Dang. Tnie^ I had forgot that.--But I hope yon 
af e not fretted at what Mr. Sneer 

Sit JFl -^O no, Mr. I^ungle, do hot I tell you these 
things never fret me in the least. 
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DawSg-.-Nay, I only thoagi^ft-^ 



SSrF. — ^And let me tell jcm^ H^. Daq^e, it h 
extremely 2fft6nung in you td suppose that I am hurt, 
when I tell you I am not. , 

Sneei^. But why so waiTOj sir Fretful ? 
r Sir JFi Mt Snfeer, you' arte as absurd as Dangle. 
How often must I repeat to you, that nothing can 
vex me but ybuir supj[)08ing it possible for me. to mind 
the nonsense you have befen repeating to me ! — ^and 
let me tell you, if you continue to believe this, you 
must mean to insult me, gentlemen — and then your 
disrespect will aflfect me no more than the newspaper 
criticisms — ^and I shall treat it — ^wkh exactly the same 
calm indiflference and philosophic contempt — and so 
your servant. [JB«ri/. 

Sneer. Ha ! ha ! ha ! Poor sir Fretful ! Now will 
he go and vent his philosophy in anonymous abuse of 
all modem critics and authors— But, Dangle, you 
must get your friend Puff to t^e me to th^e rehearsal 
of his tragedy. 

• Dang. I will answer for it, he will thank you fpr de- 
siring it. — ^But, Sneer, I am afraid we \^rere a little loo 
severe on sir Fretful — though he is my friend. 

Sneer. Why, it is certain that unnecessarily to mor- 
tify the vanity of any writer, is a ci:uelty which mere 
dulness never can deserve ; but where a base and 
personal malignity usurps the place of literary enyi- 
lation, the aggressor deserves neither quarter'nor pity. 

Dang. That is true, indeed— though he is my 
friend! ^ 
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Enter Sirvant. 

>5fert;; Mr. Puff; sir ! 
Dang. My dear Puff* ! 

Enter Puff. 

Puffi My dear Dangle, how ts it with you ? 

Dang. Mr. Sneer^ give me leave to ititrbduce Mr. 
Puff" to you. 

Puff. Mr. Sneer is this ? Sir, he is a gentleman 
whom I have long panted for the honor of knowing 
— a gentleman whose critical talents knd transcendant 
judgment 

Sneer. — ^Dear sir 



Dang. Nay, do not be modest, Sneer ; my friend 
Puff ohly talks to you in the style of his profession. 

Sneer. His profession ! 

Puff. Yes, sir j I make no secret of the trade I 
follow — among friends and brother authors, Dangle 
knows I love to be frank on the subject, and to ad- 
vertise myself vivi vocfe. — I am, sir, a practitioner in 
panegyric, or, to speak more plainly — a professor of the 
art df puffing, at your service — or that of any body else. 

. Sneer. Sir, you are very obliging ! — ^I believe, Mr. 
Puff, I have often admired your talents in the daily 
prints. 

Puff. Yes, sir^ I flatter myself I do as much biisi- 
i ess in that way as any six of the fraternity in town — 
Very hard wdrk all the summer — ^Friend Dangle ! 

CriL c 
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never worked harder! — l^ut harkye, — ^the winter 
managers were a little sore, I believe. 

Dang. No — ^I believe they took it all in good part. 

Puffl Ay ! — ^Then that must have been affectation 
in them ; for there were some of the attacks which 
there was no laughing at ! 

Sneer. Ay, the.humorous ones — But I should think, 
Mr. Puff, that authors would in general be able to do 
this sort of work for themselves. 

Puff: Why, yes — ^but in a clumsy way. — Besides, 
we look on that as an encroachment, and so take the 
opposite side. — I. dare say now you. conceive half the 
very civil paragraphs and advertisepients you see, to 
be written by the parties concerned, or their friends. 
—No such thing — ^Nine out of ten manufactured by 
me in the way of business. 

Sneer. Indeed! — 

Puff. Even th? auctioneers now— the auctioneers, 
I say, though the rogues have lately got some credit 
for their language— -not an article of the merit 
theirs I—take them out of their pulpits, and they are 
as dull as catalogues ! No, sir j— it was I first, en- 
riched their style — it was I first taught them to crowd 
their advertisements with panegyrical superlatives, each 
epithet rising above the other — like the bidders in their 
own auction rooms ! From me they learned to inlay 
their phraseology with variegated chips of exotic meta- 
phor : by me too their inventive faculties were called 
forth. — Yes, sir, by me they were instructed to clothe 
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ideal walls wfth gratuitous fruits — ^to insinuate obse- 
quiousrivuletsintovisionary groves — ^to teach courteous 
shrubs to nod their approbation of the grateful soil ! 
or on emergencies to raise upstart oaks, where there 
never had been an acorn ; to create a delightful vici- ^ 
nage without the assistance of a neighboiir ; or fix the 
temple of Hygeia in the fens of Lincolnshire ! 

Dang. I am sure you have done them infinite 
service ; for now, when a gentleman is ruined, he parts 
with' his house with some credit. 

Sneer. Service ! if they had any gratitude, they 
would erect a statue to him j they would figure him 
as^ a presiding Merdury, the Qod of traffic and fiction, 
with a hammer in his hand instead of a caduceus. 
But pray, Mr. PuflF, what first put you on exercising 
your talents in this way ? 

Pifffi Why, sir, — sheer necessity — the proper pa- 
rent' of an art so nearly allied to invention. Tou must^ 
know, Mr. Sneer, that from the first time I tried my 
>. hand at an advertisement, my success was such, that 
for some time after I led a most extraordin;iry life 
indeed! 

Sneer. How, pray ? 

Puff. Sir, I supported myself two years entirely by 
my misfortunes. * 

Sneer. By your misfortunes ? 

Pujffl Yes, sir, assisted by long sickness, and other 
occasional disorders ; and a very comfortable living I 
had of it. 
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Sneer. From sickness and misfortunes 1 Tou prac* 
tised as a doctor and an attorney at once ? 

Puff. No, indeed. Both maladies and miseries 
were my own.s. Harkye!-r-By advertisements>-T— « 
^^ To the charitable and humane !" and ** to those who 
are blessed with affluence V^ 

Sneer. Oh, —-I understand you. 

Puff. And, in truth, I deserved what I got j for I 
suppose never man went through such a series of 
calamities in the same space of ttme!-^Sir, I wais five 
timte niade a bankrupt, and reduced from a state of 
affluence, by a train of unavoidable misfortunes! then,, 
sir, though a very industrious tradesman, I was fmce 
burnt out, and lost my little all ; i)oth times !— Hived 
upon those fires a montfa«*^I sbon after was confined 
by a most excruciating disorder, and lost the use of 
my limbs l-^That told very well} for I had the case 
strongly attested, and went about to collect the sub- 
scriptions myself. 

Dang. I believe that was when you first called on 
me***- 

Puff. What— in November last ? — O no !-^I was, 
when I called on you, a close prisoner in the Marshal- 
sea, for a debt benevolently contracted to serve a 
friend ! — I was afterwards twice tapped for a di'opsy, 
which declined into a Very profitable consumption !— 
I was thw reduced to^^-^ no--then, I became a 
widow with six helpless cbiWrtn,— and without money 
to get me into an hospital ! 
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Sneer. And you bore al) i^ath padence, I make no 
doubt? 

Fuffl Why, yes,— though I made some occasional 
attempts at felo de se ; bt|t as I did not find those 
rash actions answer, I left oflf killing myself very soon. 
—Well, sir, — at last, what with bankruptcies, fires, 
gouts, dropsies, imprisonments, and other valuable 
calamities, having got together a pretty handsome sum, 
I determined to quit a business which had always gone 
rather lagainst my conscience, and in a more liberal way 
still to indulge my talents for fiction and embellish- 
ment, through my^favorite channels of diurnal com* 
munication-^and so, sir, you have my history* 

Sneer. Most obligingly communicative indeed ; and 
yoi^r confession, if published, might certainly serve 
the cause of true charity, by rescuing the most useful 
channels of appeal to benevolence from the cant of 
imposition. 

Pw^. That is the consequence at which I aimed. 
And I assure you that I was myself not only soliciting 
from others, but affording from my own resources, 
as^tance and support to those, whom I found to be\ 
real objects of distress. 

Sneer. Indeed, I believe that you have done an 
essential service to humsmity. — And now, sir, there is 
but one thing which can possibly encrease my respect 
for yon, and that is, your permitting me to be present, 
this mormng at the rehearsal of your newtrage— 

Puffl — Hush! — My tragedy! — Dangle, I take this 
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very ill — you know Jibw apprehensiye I am of being 
known to be the author. 

Dang. Indeed I would not have told — but it is in 
the papers, and your name at length — ^in the Morning 
Chronicle. 

Puff. Ah! those vile editors never can keep a 
secret! — Well, Mr. Sneer — no doubt you will do me 
great honor — I shall be infinitely happy — highly 
flattered 

Dang. 1 believe it must be near the4ime: ^hall we 
' go together? 

Puff\ No J it will not be yet this hour. But this 
rehearsal will, not be at Drury Lane, but, at my own 
house, where, by the assistance of my frjends, I have 
fitted up a neat little Theatre. — Besides, I have some 
little matters to send to the papers, and a few para- 
graphs to scribble before I go. [Looking at Memo- 
randums'] — Here is a Prospectus for a new Life 
Assurance for Dogs. — 1 have to propose an. Equitable 
Loan Society for Botany Bay.— I am to prove the 
advantages of a company to supply every house in 
London, by meails of pipes, with hot water, to save 
the expense of fuel, — I am to recommend the esta- 
blishment of steam- vessels to, go to the South S6a 
through the XTorth West passage.^— I have a plan for 
cutting a Ship Canal through theisthmus at Suez, the 
shares of which I expect will immediately bear a hand- 
some premium. — But the most difficult article I have 
in hand, is to prove that the education in our Public 
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Schools and Universides is detrimental to the best in- 
terests of the country. ^ 

Sneet. And pray, Mr. Puff, what man in his senses 
will believe that ? 

Puff. Sir, that is no business of mme. I shall be 
well paid for my labor.— So, gentlemen, you see that 
I have no time to lose. 

Dang. Well, we will meet at your house. 



END Of THE FIRST ACT. 
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ACT IL— SCENE I. 



^The private Theatre. 



Enter Dangle, Puff, and Sneer, as before 
the Curtain. 

Puff. No, no, sir ; what Shakspeare says of actors 
may be better applied to the purpose of plays ; they 
ought to be ^' the abstract and brief chronicles of th6 
time/' Therefore when history, and particularly the 
history of our own country, furnishes any thing like a 
case in point, to the time in which an author writes, if 
he knows his own interest, he will take advantage of 
it : sby sir^ I call my tragedy The Spanish Armada ; 
and have laid the scene before Tilbury Fort. 

Sneer. A most happy thought, certainly ! 
• Dang. It was— I told you so.— But pray now, I do 
not understand how you have contrived to introduce 
any love into it. 

Puff. Love! — Oh nothing so easy : for it is a re- 
caved point among^ poets, that where history gives 
you a good heroic outline for a play, you may fill up 
with a little love at your own discretion : in doing 
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whicb) nine times out of ten, you only make up a 
deficiency in the private history of the times. Now I 
rather think I have done this with some success. 
Sneer. No scandal about queen Elizabeth, I hope ? 
Puff. O no, no. — ^I only suppose the governor of 
Tilbury Fort's daughter to be in love with the son of 
the Spanish admiral. 
Sweer. Oh, is that all ? 

Dang. Excellent ! I see it at once. — But will not 
this appear rather improbable ? 

Puff. To be sure it will — but a play is not to ishow 

occurrences that happen every day, but things just so 

strange, that though they never did, they might happen. 

Sneer. Certainly nothing is unnatural, that is not 

physically impossible. 

Puff. Very true — ^and for that matter Don Fetolo 
Whiskerandos — for that is the lover's name, might 
have been over here in the train of the Spani^ am- 
bassador ; or Tilburina, for that is the lady's name, 
might have been in love with him, from having heard 
his character, or seen his picture ; or from knowing 
that he was the last man in the world she ought to be 
in love with — or for any other good female reason. — 
However, sir, the fact is, though she is but a knighCs 
daughter, she is in love like any princess \ 

Dang. Poor young lady! I feel for her already : 
for 1 conceive how great the conflict must be between 
her passion and her duty; her love for her country, 
and her love for Don Ferolo Whiskerandos ! 
Crit. D 
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Ptfff^. O amazing! her poor susceptible heart t^ 
$wayed to and fro, by contending passions tike — 

Enter Prompter. 

Prom. Sir, the scene is set, and every thing is ready 
to begin, if you please. — 

Puff*. Then we will lose no time. 

Prom. Though I believe, sir, you will find it very 
short, for all the performers have profited by the kind 
permission you granted them. 
. Puff. Hey ! what ! 

, Prom. You know, sir, you gave them leave to cut 
out or omit whatever they found heavy or unnecessary 
to the plot ; and I must own they have taken very 
liberal advantage of your indulgence. 

Puff^. Well, well. — ^They are in general very good 

judges} and I know I am luxuriant. — ^Now^ Mx% 

Briscoe, as soon as you please. 
Prom, to Music. Gentlemen, will you play a few 

bars of something, just to — 

Puff. Ay, that is right, — for as we have the scenes 

and dresses, we will go to it, as if it was the first 

night's performance j — [^Exit Prompter. Orchestra 

play. Then the Bell rings'} Soh ! stand clear, gea- 

tlemen. — ^Now you know there will be a cry of down ! 

— down! — hats ofi*!— -dlence! — ^Then up curtain, — 

and let us see what our psdnters have done for us. 
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SCENE II. 

The Curtain rises, and discovers Tilbury Fort. 
Two Sentinels asleep. 

Dang. Tilbury Fort!— very fine indeed !— You 
have a very pretty theatre, Mr. Puff. 

Fujf. This, sir, is a theatre founded by chafitj. 
By the munificence and candor of my friends I have 
been enabled^ from the produce of such exhibitions 
as these, to alleviate poverty, to remove pain and 
sickness, to pour balm into the wounds of our brave 
soldiers and sailors, and to assist the widows and 
o^^^^dios^ who baye fallen m -ev-ery gr^ battle, 
from that of Ushant to Aat of Trafalgar. — Now what 
do you think I open with ? 

Sweer. 1 cannot guess — 

PuJ". A clock— 

Sneer. A clock ! 

Puff\ Hark ! — \X!lock strikes'] I open with a clock 
striking, to beget an awful attention in the audience — 
it also marks the time, which is four in the mornings , 
and saves a description of the risibg jsun, and a great 
deal about gilding the eastern hemisphei^e* 

Dang. But, pray, are the sentinels to be asleep ? 

Puff. Fast as watchmen. 

Sneer. Is not that odd though at such an abraiing 
crisis? 

Pigfl To be sure it h :— but smaller things must 
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give way to a striking scene at the opening ; that is a 
rule.— And the case is, that two great men are coming 
to this very spot to begin the piece ; now, it is not to 
be supposed they would open their lips, if these 
fellows were watching them ; so, I must either have 
sent them off their posts, or set them asleep. 

Sneer. O that accounts for it ! — But tell us, who 
are these coming ? — 

JPuJ\ These are they — Sir Walter Raleigh, and Sir 
Christopher Hatton. — ^You will know Sir Christopher, 
by his turning out his toes — famous, you know, for 
his dancing. I like to preserve all the little indts of 
character. — Now attend. 



« Enter SiK Walter Raleigh and Sir Christopher 
Hatton. 

« Sir a True, gallant Raleigh !"— 

Dang. What, they had been talldng before ? 
Puff. O yes J all the way as they came along. — I 
beg pardon, gentlemen, [^To the Actors'] but these are 
particular friends of mine, whose remarks may be of 
great service to us.— ;Do not nund interrupting them 
whenever anything strikes you. [jTo Sneer and 
Dangle. ^ 

« Sir C. True, gallant Raleigh ! 

« But O, thou champion of thy country's fame, 
*< There is a question which I yet must ask ; 
«« A question, which I never asked before — 
■ << What mean these mighty armaments ? 
" This general muster ? and this throng of chiefs V\ 
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;, Srteer. Pray, Mr. Puff, how came Sir Ghristopher 
Hatton never to ask that question before? 

Puff. What, before the play began ? how could 
he? 

Da/fg. That is true ! 

Ptt^. But you will hear what he thinks of the 
matter. 

« Sir C. Alas, my noble friend '* 

Pufl Sir Christopher^ pray turn out your toes. 
Sir Christopher Hatton was famous for dancing well. 
*' Sir C. Alas, my noble friend, when I behold 
*« Yon tented plains in martial symmetry 
<« Arrayed — When I count o*er yon glittering lines 
<* Of crested warriors, when the proud steeds neigh : 
" When-yirgin majesty herself I view, 
^« Like her protecting Pallas, veiled in steel, 
<« With graceful confidence exhort to arms : 
^^ When briefly all I hear or see bears stamp 
<< Of martial vigilance, and stern defence, 
« I cannot but surmise. — -Porgive me, friend, 

** If the conjecture's rash 1 cannot but 

«* Surmise the state some danger apprehends V* 

iSneer. A very cautious conjecture that. 
Puf. Yes, that is his character ; not to give an 
opinion, but on secure grounds — ^now then, 

"/Sir W. O, most accomplished Christopher. " 

Puff. He calls him by his Christian name, to show 
that they are on the most familiar terms. 

^*Sir W. O, most accomplished Christopher, I find 
<< Thy fears are judt. 

•< Sir C. But where ? whence ? when ? and what, 
" The danger is methinks I fain would leanu 
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^Sir.W* You knowt my frknd* 8<:arce two r^^rc^ing 
suns, 
r ' w And three revolving jnoonSf haire closed ^ir coursei 
« Since haughty Philip, in despite of peace, 
" With hostile hand hath strjick at England's trade. 
''Sir a I know it well. 

« Sir W. Philip, you know, is proud Iberia's king ! 
''SirC. He is. 

*< Sir W» His subjects, we are told, profess 

<< The tenets of the Catholics — -^while we 
^ Tou know, the Protestant persuadon bold. 
«&>C. We do. 

<< Sir TV* You know besides*— ^his bp^ed arma- 
ment. 
• ^< The f amM an^da-^ «-^y the Pope baptized,^ > 
<< With purpose to inva^ these realms*-^-^ 

'*Sird. ^ 1$ sailed, 

<< Our last advices so report. 

*' Sir W. While the Jberian admiral's chief lK>pe, 
<< His darling spn^ by chani^e a prisoner hath been ta'en, 
<« And in thb f(vt <rf Tilbury— - 
, << Sir C. —Is now " 

^Confined \ and oft from yon tall turret's tgyf 
<< Pve marked the youthful Spaniard's haughty mien, 
<< Unconquered, tho' in chains. 

« Sir W. You also know *' 

Dang. Mr. t^uff^ as he knows all this, why does 
sir Walter go on telling him ? 

Puff. But the audience are not supposed to know 
any thing of the matter, are jbey ? 

Sneer. True, but I think you manage ill : for there 
certainly appears no reason w}iy mx Waltisr should be 
so communicative. 
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PUff^ Why now, that is one of the most ungrate^ 
fiul observations I ever beard — for the less induce- 
ment be has to tell all thi^ the more> I think, you 
ought to be obliged to him ; for I am sure you would 
know nothing of the matter without it. 
Dang. That is very true, upon my word. 
Puff. But you will find that he was not going on. 
<«&> C. Enough, enoughj-f-*tis plain— and I no 
more 

« Am in amazement lost ! *' 

Puff. Here, now you see. Sir Christopher did not 
in fact a^ any one question for his own informa- 

. Sneer* No indeed : — his has been a most disin- 
terested curiosity ! 

Dang. Really, I find, we are very much obliged to 
' them both* 

Puff. To be sure you are* Now thenfotr the com^ 
mander in chief, the earl of Leicester ! who, you ^ 
know, was no favourite but of die Queen'fr— We left 
oflF — " in amazement lost !** — 

** Sir C. Am in amazement lo^.-*'^*-*-* 

<< But, see where noble Leicester comes 1. supreme 
<< In honors and conunand. 

« Sir W. And yet, mcthinks, 

<< At such a time, so perilous, so feared^ 
<< That staff might well become an abler grasp. 

<< Sir C And so indeed think L But soft he is 
here.'' 
Puff. Ay, they envy him. 
Sneer. But who is this with him ? 
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Fuff. O ! a very, valiant knight ; the governor of 
the fort. — ^And now, I think, you shall hear some 
better language: I was obliged to be plain and in- 
telligible in the first scene, because there was so much 
matter of fact in it ; but now, you shall have trope,, 
figure, and metaphor, as plenty as substantives. 

« Enter Earl ^Leicester, and the Gaoemor. 

, ^* Leic. How*8 this-e, my friends-e? is*t thus your 

new-fledged zeal-e, * 

«< And plumed valor moulds-e in roosted sloth-e ? 

Puff. Friends-e ! — zeal-e ! — sloih-e ! ^Pray, Mr. 

Cameron, what is the meaning of this pronunciation ? 
You add a syllable to every word ending with a con- 
Sonant ! 

<< Leic. Sir, it is thef present fashion of the stage. A 
late distinguished actor, who was educated in France, intro- 
duced it into this country. . / 

Puffi Sir, it may be the mode of speaking on the 
French stage j but it is contrary to the genius of the 
English language, and: to the practice of Garrick, 
Henderson, and other ornaments of our stage;; and it 
shall never be admitted in any play in which I am <:on- 
cemed. — ^Pray, sir, begin again, and speak like an 
Englishman. 

« Leic. How*s this, my friends ? is*t thus your new- 
fledged zeal 
<< And plumed valor moulds in roosted sloth ? 
" Can the quick current of a patriot Heart, 
" Thus stagnate in a cold and weedy converse, 
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« Or Iree2»e m tidelees inactivity i 
<« Nq ! rather let the fountain of your valor 
« Spring through each stream of enterprise^ 
<« Each petty channel of 'conducive daring j 
" Till, the full torrent of your foaming wrath 
" O'erwheUn the flats of sunk hostil^y ! 
^^Sir W. No more! the freshening breadth of thy 
rebuke 
<< Hath filled the swellings canvas of pur souls ! 
<< And thus, though fate should cut the cable of . 

[All take Hands. 
*^ Our topmost hopear, in friendship's closing line 
<« We'll gmj^k with despair, and if we fall, 
" We'U fall in glory's wake I 

**Leic. There spoke old England's genius ! 
" Then, are we all jresojv'^ i 
«< All. We are-r»ll resolv'd J 

<* Leic. To cpnqHer or be free ? 

« All. To conquer — '• — or be free. 
« Leic. All ? 
".4B. All." 
Dang. Nem. con. 

Puff\ O yes, where they do agree on the stage, 
their unammity is wonderful ! 

" Leic. Then, let's embrace-*--— and now,T^ 
<< While thus united^ England shall disdain 
*^ The proud armadas of insulting Spai|i ! 
^< No foreign force this country shall subdue, 
<< While Prince and subjects to themselves are true 1" 
PuJ\ That is a sentiment which I wish to be im- 
pressed on the heart of all my countrymen. Therefore, 
sir, pray speak it over again, and with more spirit. 
And, that it may be more impresdve, repeat it, each in 
Crit. fi 
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your turn, and go off with a glancfe it the pit. 
[Leicester, Sir Christopher , Sir Walter, arid the Gdvemorf , 
repeat the lines each in hit turn.'] 

Dang. Bravo ! a fine exit. 

Sneer* Stay a moment. 

*^ [The Sentinels get up. 
«< 1 lient. All this shall to lord Burleigh's ear. 
<« 2 Sent. Tis meet it should. [Exeunt Sentinels."* 

Dang. Hey ! I thought those fellows had been 
asleep ? 

Puffl Only a pretence, there is the art of it j they 
were spies of lord Bi^rleigh's. — Take care, my dear 
Dangle, the morning gun is going to fire. 

Dang. Well, that will have a fine effect. 
^ Pujffl I think so, and helps to realize the scene. — 
[Cannon three times] What ! — three morning guns ! — • 
there never is but one !— ay, this is always the way at 
the theatre — give these fellows a good thing, and they 
never know when to have done with it. You have 
no more cannon to fire ? 

\^Prom*from within^ No, sir. 

Puffl Now then, for soft music. 

Sneer. Pray whatsis that for ? 

Puff. It shows that Tilburitia is coming; nothing 
introduces you a heroine like soft music. — Here she 
comes. 

Dang. And her confidant, I suppose ? 

Puff: To be sure: hefe they are-yiiicoiisolable to 
the minuet in Ariadn^ ! But, Mr. Prompter, pray 
shift the scene, and give us a view of nature in the 
country. [Soft music. 
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SCENE 111.— The Comtry. 

JEnter Tjilburina and CortfidanU 

«* Til, Now has the whispering breath of gentle 
. mom 
«' Bade Nature's voice and Nature's beauty rise ; 
« While orient Phoebus, with unborrowed hues, 
** Clothes, f he waked loveliness, which all night felept 
«« In heavenly drapery ! Darkness is fled. 
*« Now flowers unfold their beauties to the sun, 
<* And blushing, kiss the- beam he sends to wake them. 
«< The striped carnation and the guarded rose, 
*< The vulgar wall-flower, and smart gillyflower, * 
" The polyanthus mean — the dapper daisy, 
<* Sweetwilliam, and sweet marjoram,— —-and all 
" The tribe of single and double pinks ! 
<• "Now too, the feathered warblers tune their no^es 
♦< Aroufkl, and charm the listening^ grove — ^The lark \ 
"The linnet ! <:baflinch 1 budlfioch ! goldfinch! green- 
finch I 

<c jBnf^ oh, tOrme, no joy can they aflFord J ' 

*< Nor rose, nor wall-flower, nor smart gillyflower, 
** Nor polyanthus mean, nor dapper daisy, 
•** Nor William sweet, nor marjoram — nor lark, 
^ « Linnet, nor all the finches of the grove !" ^ ^ 
Pi^. Your white handkerchief, madam— — 
Til. I thought, sir, I was not to use that till ••Heart- 
rending woe.** 

Puff. O yes, madan^— at ** the finches of the grove,*^ 
if you please,,,- 
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'*TiL . Nor lark, 

"Linnet, nor all the finches of the grove ! [Weeps/ 
Puff. Vastly well, madam ! 
Dang. Vastly well, indeed ! 
'** TiL For, O, t;oo sure, heart-rending woe is now 
" The lot ofwretched Tilburina I" 
Dang. O ! — 'tis too much. 
Sneer. Oh ! — ^it is indeed. 

<( Con. Be comforted, sweet lady for who knows, 

" But fate has yet some milk-white day in store. 

" Til. A'as, my gentle Nora, 
" Thy tender youth as yet hath never mourned 
" Love's fatal dart ; else wouldst tliou know, that when 
<< The, soul i^ sunk in comfortless despair, 
" It cannot taste of merriment.'* 
Dang. That is certain. 

« Con. But see where your stern father ^omes \ 
« It is not meet that he should find you thus/' 
Puff^. Hey I what a cut is here ! — what is become of 
the descriprion of her fiirst meeting with Don Whisker- 
andos ? his gallant behaviour in the sea-fight, and the 
simile of the canary bird ? 

Til. Indeed, sir, you will find they will not be 
missed. 

Puff. V^ well.— Very well ! 
. Til. The cue, madam, if you please. 

<< Con. It is not meet that he should find you dius. 
*« TH. Thou counsel'st right, but 'tis no easy task 
*< For barefaced grief to wear a mask bf joy. 

" Enter Gaoemor. 
•< Qav. How's this— in tears ? O Tilburina, shame! 
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« Is this a time for tfiaudling teodernesd, 
«« Aid Cupid's baby woes ?— — h^ thou not hfeard 
** That haughty Spain's pope-conSecr^e^ fleet 
<< Advan<?es to our shores, while £iiigland's fate, . ' 
<< Like a clipped guinea, trembles io the scale ! 
" Til, Then is the crisis of my f^te at haitd ! 

" I see the fleet's approach, 1 see " 

Puffl Now prayj gentlemeiv mind.— This is one of 
the most useful itgures we tragedy writei:s have^ by 
which a h^ro or heroine^ in consideration^ of being 
often obliged to overlook things that are on the stage^ 
is allowed to hear and see a number of things that are 
not- 

Sneer. Yes ^a kind of poetical second-sight ! 

Ptffl Yes — now then, madam. * 

*^ Til. I see their decks 

"Are cleaned! 1 see the signal made 1 

*« The line is formed ! a cable's length asunder ! 

«« I see the frigates stationed in the rear ; 
<< And now I hear the thunder of the guns ! 
" I hear the victor's shouts— I also hear 

« The vanquished groan ! and now 'tis smoke 

and now 
<< I see the loose sails shiver in the wind ! ' 
. "I see— I see — ^what soon youTl see — 

"G(W. Hold, daughtfer! peace !^ this love hath 
turned thy brain: 
« The Sipanish fleet thou canst not see— because 

« It is not yet in sight !" . * ; 

Dang. But, sir, the governor seems to make no 
allowance for this poetical figure you talk of. 

JPuff. No, a plain matter-of-fact mah— that is bis 
character. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



3S THE CRITIC. 

<< Til. But wiD you then refuse his offer ? 
<«. Gm^.I must-*-! wi)l— -I can— I ought-i— I do. 
« Tii. His liberty is allfhe asks."* 
Sneer. All who asks, Mr. PuflF ? Who is — 
Puff^. Sir, I cannot tell — Here has been such cutting 
and slashing, I do ixot know where they have got to 
myself. 

Stil. Indeed, sir, you will find it m\\ connect very 
well. 

Ptiff*. O, — if they had not been so free with their 
cutting here, you would have found that Don Whisker- 
andos has been tampering for his liberty — and now 
pray observe the conciseness with which the argu- 
ment is conducted. The pro and con goes as smart as 
hits in a fencing match. It is indeed a sort of small- 
sword logic, which we have borrpwed fropi the 
French. . 

" Til. A retreat in Spain ! 

" Go(D. Outlawry here ! 

« Til. Tour daughter's prayer 1 

« Gev. Tour father's oath ! 

« Til. My lover ! 

« Gov. My country ! 

<< Til. Tilburina l' 

« Gov. England I 

« ra. A title I 

« Got;. Honor ! 

" Til. A pension ! 

c« Qcfv. Conscience ! 

« Til. A thousand pounds ! 
*i G(W. Hah 1 thou hast touched me nearly 1" 
Puff. There you see she threw in Tilburina. 
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Quick, pdttj divi t^i* England!— Hah! thrust m 
fierce it title! parried by honor.— Hah! a pension 
over the arm ! put by by conscience. — ^Then flanconade 
with a thousand pounds.— and a palpable hit. , 

" TiL Canst thou ^ 

«^ Reject the suppliant, and the daughter too ? , ^ 

it Gov. No more; I would not hear thee plead in 
vain, 
« The father softens— but the governor. 
"Is fixed! [Exf/." 

Dang. Ay, that antithesis of persons is a most 
established figure. 

« Til. 'Tis well, hence then, fond hope^ — ^forid 

passion, hence -, 

« Duty, behold I am all over thine 

« Whisk. [Without'] Where is my love— my- — r 

^ uTil' Ha! 

« Whish [Entering] My beauteous enemy — — **, 
Puff. O dear, madam, you must start a great deal 
more than that. Consider, you had just determined in 
favor of duty, — ^when, in a moment, the sound of his 
voice revives your passion, — overthrows your resolu- 
tbn,— d^trdys your obedience. If you do not express 
all this in your start, you do nothirig'at all. 
7?/. Well, we will try again ! ^ 

Dang* Speaking from within has always a fine 

eflfect. 
Sneer. Very. 

« My conquering Tilburina ! How ! is't thus 
« We meet ? why are thy looks averse ! what means 

"That falling tear ^that frown df boding woe ?' 

" Hah ! now indeed I am' a prisoner ! 
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*< Yes,' nov, I fjcel die plilipg weight pt tl^se 

« Disgraceful chains -whi^ih, cruel Tillbuyina ! 

<f thj doating captive gloried in before 

« But thou art fal6e, and Whiskerandps is undone !. ' 
«rtf.Onoj how little dost thou know thy Til- 

burina ! 
«< TFhisk. Art thouvthen true? Be gone cares, doubts, 
and fears, 
" I make you all a present to the winds; 

«< And if the winds reject you try the wares/' 

Pujl The wind, you know, is the established re- 
ceiver of all stolen sighs, and cast-oflF griefs and 
, apprehensions. 

<* Til. Yet must we part ! stern duty seals our 

doom: 
" Though here I call yon conscious clouds to witness, 
« Could I pursue the bias of my soul, 
« All friends, all right of parents Fd disclaim, 
<< And thou, my Whiskerandos, shouldst be father 
" And mother, brother, cousin, uncle, aunt, 
« And friend to me ! 

- ^< Whisk. O matchless excellence !-^and must we 
part ? ; 

«* Well, if-— -we must we must-^and in that case 

** The less is said the better." 
Pt/^ Hey-day! here is a cut I*— What, are all the 
mutual protestations out ? 

Til. Now pray sir, do not interrupt us just here^ 
you ruin our feelings* 
J^uffl Your feelings ! — ^but, my feelings, madam ! 
Sneer. No, pray do not interrupt them. 
: << Whisk. One last embrace, 
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•« Til. N0W5 farewell, fot eyer* . - 

« ff^isk. For ever I ^ 

« 3V7. Ay, for ever. [^^^-^ 

Puffi Sir ! Madam, if you . go. out wthout the 
parting look, you might as well dance out^-Here, bca?e ! 
Con. But pray, sir, how am I to gpt off here ? 
Puff. You! what signifies ho w you get off 1 . edgcj 
away at the top, or where you will— -[Pttsies (Ac 
Confidant off.'} Now, madam, you see- — - 
Til. We understand you, sir. 

"Ay for ever* 
" Both. Oh !— [ Turning book, Exeunt.'' 

Dang. O charming ! 

Puffl Hey! — ^*tis pretty well, I believe — ^you see l 
do not attempt to strike out any thing new — but I take, 
it I improve on the established modes. 

Sneer. You do, indeed. * 

Ptiffl Now, Mr, Briscoe, as soon as you pleased 

Enter Pron^tef^J :;, ,'. 

Prom. Sir, the carpenter says it is Impossible you 
can go to the park scene yet. 

Ptfffi The park scene ! No— I mean the description 
scene here, in the wood.^ . , . > . 

Prom. Sir, the performers have cut it out. 
Puff. Cut it out? 

Pronk Ye% sin , . 

Pi^. What ! the whoW accbuttt of queiett Eliza- 
beth? ' '^ ■ - - ' I ' ^ -* • ^^ ' v-'*^ 
Prom. YeSjSir.. •'•■'- : » . - 
Puffl And the description of her hwse and side- 
saddle? '^ 
Grit. r 



Digiti 



ized by Google 



♦« THE CRITIC. 

From. Yes, m. , 

Puff. So, so, this is very fine indeed ! Sir, how 
could you suflFer this ? 

Prim. Sir, ind^ the pnihing-knife — 
• Pnff^' The pnlriing-knife-^the axe ! why, here has 
been such lopfdng ^and' topping, f'sliall I riot have the 
bare' trunk ^oF xscf play feft presently.— ^Very well, sir 
-^the performars miist do as they ^lelase, but upoa my 
honor, I will print it'ievfery word. 

Sneer. That I would,' indeed. 

Puff. Very well, sir, then we must go on. 
— — ^I would not have parted ,witH the description of 
the horse ! — Sir, it ,w^ one of the finest and most 
labored things.-^Very well, let. them go on— there 
you had him and (lis accoutrements from the bit to 
the crupper.— Well, sir, if yoii must cut out the dcr 
scription^ give us at least tTie wood scene,— To cut 
out the description I But I will print it. I will print 
it every word. . " 



SCENE IV. The Wood. 

Enter Const abjue, . . c» 

f ^ Cons. O Tilburina, when I lore thee fiat# 
,: ^« Chaos* i$ dome s^^ !" 
Sneer. Have not I heard that Ime before ? i , 

Puff. No, I fancy not — ^Where, pray ? 
JDgiiSg*^ Xe^\ think there. if) something like it in 
Othello. 
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Puff. Now you put me in mind of it, I believe 
there is — but that k of no ionsequenie— all that can 
be said is, that two people happened to hit on the 
same thought — ^And Shakspeare'made use of it first, 
that is all. 

Sneer. Very true. 

Fuff. Now, sir, your soliloquy^—but $peak mor6 
la the pit, if you please — the soliloquy always to the 
pit — that is a nde. 

<« Ccn^. Though hopeless love finds comfort in de* 
spair, 
« It never can endure a rival's bliss ! 
<< But soft—— I am observed. \Ex%t Cm$hMt!\ 

Dang. That is a very short soliloquy. 

Plsffi Tes^^ut it would have been a great deal 
longer if he had fK>t been observed. 

Sneer. A most sentimental constable tha^ Mr. PuflF* 

Puff. Harkye-^I would not have you be loo sure 
he is a constable. 

Sneer. What, a hero in disguise ? 

Puff. No matter— I only give you a hmt — ^But 
now for my principal character — Here he comes — 
Lord Burleigh in person ! Pray, gentlemen, attend — 
softly — if he is but perfect. — But, Mr. Prompter, 
pray give us a scene suitable to his character, — a 
palace! 
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SCENE V. A Palace. 

£n(er BuRLEiaH, goes sUmly to a Cfiair and ^'to. 
Sneer. Mr. Puff! 

PuJ\ Hush ! vastly well, sir!, vastly well! a most 
interiBstmg gravity ! 

Dangs. What is not he to speak at all ? 

Ptt^ I thought you would ask me that — yes, it 
is airery likely thing — that a minister in hisSituation, 
with the whole affairs of the nation on his head, 
should have time to talk ! — but hush ! or jou will put 
him out. 

Sfieer. Put him out ! how can that be, if he is not 
going to say any thing ? ^ 

Pw^ There is a reason ! why, his partis to think, 
and how do you imagine he can think if you keep 
talking? ^ 

Dang. That is very true, upon my word ! 

[Burleigh comes forward^ shakes his head and ejAt. 

Sneer. He is very perfect indeed — ^Now, pray what 
didhe kneanby that? / 

Ptt^. You do not.take it ? 

iSneer. No; I da not,, upon my honor. 

Puff. Why, by that shake of the head, he gave you 
to understand that even though they hsid more justice 
in their cauj3e, and wisdom in their measures— yet, if 
there was not a greater spirit shown on the part of the 
people — the country would at last fall a sacrifice to 
the hostile ambition of the Spanish monarchy. 
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Sf«e<?f / Did he mean all that by sbaking hk 

Puff. Every word of it— If he shook his head as 1 
taught him. 

Sneer. O, here are some of our old acquaintance. 

Puff. We will have, if you please, a characteristic 
scene for these great men. 



SCENE VI. A Camp. 

<< Enter 'Rktromani Raleigh. 

«« SirC. My niece, and yOur niece too ! 

<« There must b6 witchcraft in't -He could not else 

<< Have gained their hearts — But see where the jr ap- 

.proachf 
« Some horrid purpose lowering on their bri^ws ! 
<< Sir W.J^tt us withdraw and mark them. 

'^ [They mthdrmxt:' 
_ Sneer. What is all this ? 

'• Puff. Ah ! here has been more pruning !-^but the 
fact is, these two young ladies are also in love with 
Don Whiskerandos.— Now, gentlemen, this scene 
goes entirely for what we call situation and stage effect, 
by which the greatest applause may be obtained, with- 
out the asdstance of language, sendm^t, or charac-^ 
iter : pray mark ! 

^* Enter the.two Nieces. 
^ iNiece.ltHenzhextl 
<< She is hi^ scorn as mudi as I— 'that is 
<« Some comfort «till/' . \ 



, Digitized by LjOOQIC 



«« THE CRITIC. 

: ^^r !?* 4?^f Ma^*°^ y^^ ?^^' ^^! torsp^';^|hat 
tp h^ f^e ! aside^ ^a4ain,; asicle ! The iv)iole 6<eiie 
is to be aside. 

. <^ 1 Niece*' 8^ is his scorn as much as I«-that is 
. . << Some comfort still ! 

" 2 M«», 1 know he prizes not Pollina's love ; . 
/ « But Tilburipa lords it o'er his heart. 

<< 1 Niece. But see the proud destroyer of a^ peace. 

" Revenge is all the good Tve left. [Aside. 

^ 2 Niece. He comesi the false disturber of my quiet. 

" Now veogeanf e do thy wotcft — r^-r- [Aside. 

<< EtOet Whukeramsos.^ 

«< fViisii O Jhatefiii libesty-^ thus in Vain 
<f I seek my Tilburina ! 
9f &ab Nie^Si Ami ever shsdtl 
« [Sir C. and Sir W. come forward] Hol^ ! we will 
avenge y^u» 

" IVhisk. Hold you' or see your nieces bleed — 

^ [The two Nieces draw th^ir two Daggers to strike 
Whiskerandns, the two Uncles at the imtant with 
tkeir t«\q swords drawn catch their two Nieces* 
4rmi,:amitmm the Points of their Swords to 
Whiskerandos, mho immediately draws two Dag- 
gers,, and holds them to the two Nieces* BosomsJ* 

Buff. There ig dNltbn for you ! there is an heroic 
groi:^ !-^You see die l^ies cannot stab Whiskeran* 
dos— he durst not strike them for fear of their uncles 
— the uncles dufat.not Ull hitti because of thdr 
nieces-^I have them all jat. a: dead lock !^-*for every 
one of them is afraid to let go first. 

Sneer. Why, then they must' stand there for ever. 
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\Pt^. So they liTOuid, if I h^nbtiTe^fineion- 

trivaace for it — Now mind 

f^ Enter C<msTAfih^]iftoith his ffpJie^A' . 
*< Cons. In the Queen's name I charge you all to drp{> 
«< Your swords and daggers ! : i> 

** [They drcp their Swords ane^Pftggers J* 
Sneer. ThatisacoqtrivaxiCQ.ii^4eed. 
Puff. Ay**-4n the Qaecifi'^ owe. 
, Sir C Comei niece ! 

<* Sir W. Come, niece ! \BxeufU with the two Nieces. 
^ Wh^k. Whaif a htf^ who Uds us thfis tteo^Ace our 

guard?;- . • • . ^ •.-. .- . ./ :■• A '• 
<< Cons. Thou must do more — ^tenoimoe thy I^e ! 
« nhisk,^ Thou liesl:— toie Constable I > - 
" Coiw. H«J the lie ! 

<< Ha *( thou hast roused the lien in my heaiet bo ' > 
I; vpffyeofnanVhabitt-p-4)a8e^isgius^roff'!''^ff! •, ; 

<< [Discooers himself^ fy thraping t^ffhis upper: 
Coat gnd appearif^ in a verj^;^. Dress. 
" Am I a Constable now ? , - 

<< Or heams my crest as terrible ^ when . 
« In Biscay's Bay I took thy captive sloop.** 
Puff. There ! he comes out to be the very captain , 
of the frigate who had taken Whiskerandos pnsoiier * 
— iand was hi^iseif an old lover of Tilburina's^ 
, Dang. Adourably managed indeed. . j 

<< IVhisJc. I thank thee^ fortune ! that hast thus be- 
' ' ' ' stowed ^^ • 

"A weapon to chastise this insolent. 

^^[fahi Up one of the Swords. 
^* Cons. I take thy challenge^ Sj^atnafd, and Tdiank ^ 
•• Thee, fortune, too!— ^ [TMei up the other SwordT 
Dang. That b exceUemly ccmtrived. It seems as 
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if the uncles had left thdr swords on purpose for 
them. 

Pff^ No, indeed; they could not help leaving 
them. ' \ 

" Whisk. Vengeance and Tilburina ! 

•« dws. . Exactly so 

«< [They fighti and afler the usunl number 
of wounds given^ Whitkerandos falls. 
^^ Whisk. O cursed parry!-^— that list thlrust in 
■ ^ ' tierce • ■• ' 

^ Was fatal ! ^ Captain,' thou hast fenced wfeff! 

<< And Whiskerandos quits this bustling scene 

I <^Eoi[ aU eter 

** Cons. nity — He would hare added, bdt stem 

- :. ideiith 

« Cut short lus being, and the noun at once l'^ ^ 
Puff'. O, my'diear sir, you are too slow, no\^mind 
me.-^r, shall I trouble you to die again ? 

<^ WhisL And Whiskerandos quits this bustling scene 

<< For all eter- 

« Cons. — nity-t-He would have added-^** 
Ptiff. No, sir — that is not it — once more, if you 
please— 

JVIiisk. I wish, sir, you would practise this without 

me 1 cannot stay dying here all night 

Puff. Very w:ell, we will go over it by-and-by — I 
must humor these gentlemen. [Eait Whiskerandos. 
« Cofw. Farewell, brave Spaniard ! and when next— " 
P%iff\ Dear ^, you need not speak that speech as 
the body has w^ed off. ^ 

CSt>n^. That is true, sir — then I will join'^the fleet. 
Puff. If you ^\^^sQ.\Eait Constable.] Now, who 
comes oft ? 
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<< Enter (Ehmemor, with hh> hair properly disordered. 
<< Oao* A hemisphere of evil planets reign^ 
'^ And every planet sheds contagious frenzy ! 
** l^y Spanish prisoner is ^iti ! my daughter^ 
« Meeting the dead corpse borne along^ is gone 
<^ Distract ! [Trumpets.'] But hark ! Fm summoned to the 

f ort ! 
^< Perhs^s the fleets have met. Amazing crisis ! 
<* O Tilburina^ from thy f ather*s beard 
^'Thou'st plucked the few brown hsdrs that time had 

left! \Exitr 

^:^^« Poor gentleman! 

Puff. Tes, and no one to blame btit his daughter. 

Dang. And the planets. — 

Fuff. True. Now enter Tilburina, stark mad, in 
white satin ! 

Sneer. Why in white satin ! 

Puff. O, sir — ^when a hercnne goes mad, she always 
goes into white satin — does not she. Dangle ? 

Dang. Always — ^it is a rule. 

Puff. Yes — ^here it is — {Looking at the Book] 
''Entar Tilburina stark mad in white satin, and her 
^nfidant stark mad in white linen.'' — ^But, Mr. 
Prompter, give us a scene suited to madness and 
despair. 



SCENE VU.— A Bridge. 

^ Enter Tilburina and Confidant madj according to 
Custom, 

Sneer. What ! is the confidant to be mad too ? 
Crit. o 
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JPuf. y£o be 8ure she is : the confidant is always to 
do whatever her mistress does ; weep when she weeps, 
smile when she smiles, go mad when she goes mad<i — 
Now, madam confidant — ^but ke^ your madn^ in 
the back ground, if you please. 

« TtL The wind wlustles the moon rises- — see 

** They have killed my squirrel in his cage ! 

«* Is this a grasshopper ? Ha ! no, it is my 

<< Whiskerandos-i — you shall not keep him 

«* I know you have him in your pocket-—— 

** An oyster may be cross'd in love ! Who says 

" A whale's a bird ?— Ha ! did you call my love ? 

M ,, He*s here ! He's there !— — He's every where ! 

« Ah me ! H^'s no where ! [Exit TWmina!* 

¥uff* There do you ever d^e to. see any body 
madder than diat ? 

Sneer. Never, while I live ! 
Puff^ You observed how she mangled the metre. 
Dang* Tes, indeed ; that made me suspect she was 
out of her senses. 
Sneer. And pray, what becomes of her ? 
Ptiff. She is gone to throw herself into the sea, to 
be sure — ^and that brings us at once to the scene of 
actiottf and so to my catastrophe — qiy sea*^fight, I mea9» 
You are all ready ? 

Prom. Sir, I am sorry yOu cannot have the sea- 
fight in this small theatre. Besides, it would incur 
an expense, which ivould frustrate the object of this 
representation. 
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Tuff. Gentlemen, you will have it in all its 
splendor and eflfect at Drury Lane. But this rehearsal 
is before an audience distinguished for liberality, who 
will feel more gratification in contributing to the moral 
and reUgious education of the poor, than they would 
by a momentary show in the representation of a sea- 
fight. 

Dang. But give us something, in conclusion ; a 
loyal national song. 

Puff. With all my heart. In allu^on to the event 
of the sea-fight, we shall have Rule Britannia, 
afterwards Goo save the Kino, in which, lam sure, 
not! only the actors, but the audience will join in full 
chorus. A sea-scene, if you please, Mr. Prompter, 



SCENE VlU.—TheSea. 

Rule Britannia ! 
God save the King I 

THE END. . 
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Also, on the same plan, to be had of all Booksellers. 

King John. Second Edition. 
The Mbbchant OF Venice. ; 

The Roses; or King Henry VI. Second Edition. 
King Henry IV. PartU. J|^ 
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